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that no missing bicycle was ever lost. This idio-
syncrasy made him a popular figure* His wife was
a buxom busybody; he never seemed to have per-
ceived, let alone noticed, her.
One of the churchwardens, a wag, suggested a sub-
scription to buy a bicycle for Mr. Stratton.
"Most kind, but quite unnecessary/' the vicar
replied truthfully.
"We all have our crosses to bear," Mrs, Stratton
would say. Her crosses were bicycles. She had no
children.
"It was so inconvenient its being the postman's/'
Sarah was saying. "Perhaps he wanted a pink one for
a change."
Lisa looked at her sister-in-law. Her legs, ankle-
less and calfless, were stretched out at the most
angular of angles, her hair a dishevelled tangle of
chestnut and white hairs, might easily have been
burnished into copper and silver, but then where
would Sarah have been?
"I shall never be as distinguished as she is/'' Lisa
thought to herself. "She doesn't need a dress or a
jewel or a subterfuge or a fillip/'
"What are you thinking about?" Sarah asked.
"You,"
"It ought to make you feel pretty/' Sarah
chuckled sardonically.
"It doesn't make me feel in the least pretty."